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FOR SALE BY ALL NEWS DEALERS. 


“MON FILS! MON PAUYRE FILS!” 


JERMS Jo SUBSCRIBERS 


In the United States and Canada. 
One Copy, one year, or 52 numbers........c0002006 + eeeeee $5.00 
One Copy, six months, or 26 numbers............seeeeeeceees 2-50 
One Copy for thirteen weeks..........++ seeeee eS 


In England and all Countries in the Berne Postal Treaty: 


One Copy, one year, or 52 numbers 

One Copy, six months, or 26 numbers ......eseeessesseeeees 3.00 

One Copy, three months, or 13 numbers... ....+..-- seeeeee 1.50 
IncLUDING PosTAGE. 


JOS. KEPPLER. 
Business MANAGER...... .2+.-+« A. SCHWARZMANN. 
TEBETOR. 60.00 cece coe wevecccscccccesess H. C. BUNNER. 


SPECIAL NOTICES. 


ga Remittances by Money Order, etc., are to be addressed to 
KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN. 


“" Oe my son, Absalom, my son, my son! 
Would God, for thee, my son, that I had died!” 
David, the king, in his great anguish cried, 
And all that night would comfort take from none. 


‘*Mon fils, mon pauvre fils!” with piteous face 
The widowed Empress shrieked, and swooned away, 
When told how by the fatal assegai 

Her boy had died—sole hope of all his race. 








“Dead, did you say? my child, my little one!” 
In straw-thatched hut a beggar woman moaned, 
The while her heart, of its chief pride dethroned, 
Yearned piteously for him—her only son. 





We cannot undertake to return rejected communications, and 
to this rule we can make no exception. 





Thus Death doth level Empress, Monarch, Knave; 
Grief speaks a common language, and doth wring 
The heart of peasant as of mightiest King; 

Both are but men beside an open grave. 





Pucx is on Sale in London, at the News Agency of Messrs, 
HENRY F. GILLIG & CO., 449, Strand, Charing Cross, and 
at THE INTERNATIONAL NEWS COMPANY, 11, Bouverie 
Street, Fleet Street; in Paris, at TERQUEM’S, 12 Boulevard 
Poissonniere, and on file at the ‘‘ Herald’’ Office, 49 Avenue de 
Opera. In Germany at F.A. BROCKHAUS’S, Leipzig, Berlin 
and Vienna. 
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XCV 
TWO MEN. 

PETITION for the release of William 
rN C. Gilman the forger, who has served 

two years out of his term of five, has 
been presented to the Governor, signed by a 
number of our wealthiest and worthiest citizens 
and Reverend Doctors. They take the ground 
that ‘ the loss of reputation, position, influence, 
and all thet makes life worth living,”’ have con- 
stituted a sufficient punishment, and that a 
pardon might be granted him “ without pre- 
judice to public interest or justice.” 

We have this from the newspapers, which have 
either carefully or carelessly omitted all refe- 
rence to the name with which these tender- 
hearted gentlemen coupled that of Gilman in 
their prayer to the Executive, It is that of John 
Sanderson, who entered prison on the same 
day, but for a term longer by two years. 

Sanderson had snatched a pocket-book from 
the hand of a richly dressed young lady. He 
had been book-keeper in a wholesale house 
down-iown, well thought of by his employers; 
but he lost his position when they failed. Unable 
to find another place, though he was willing to 
do anything, his little savings soon melted 
away, and the dear ones at home cried for 
something to eat. 

It was the old story. A sudden temptation 
he could not resist—no money to pay the 
lawyers—stern justice, and a severe sentence. 

To all this the petitioners refer—that is, we 
presume they do, for we have not seen the 
paper. 

They submit that he, too, has suffe.ed 
enough. 

He hears sad news from the household he 


left behind. 








His little two-year old girl, who used to 
nestle in his lap, throw her plump arms around 
his neck, and plead for ‘‘dust one more sturwy, 
papa,” is dead—starved to death in the shadow 
of a church, ere its mother could obtain the 
work with which she now buys literally bread, 
and no more. 

And his little Mamie, who had been going to 
school just one season, and of whose rapid pro- 
gress he was so very proud, has been taken from 
her studies, and now turns over garbage barrels 
that weigh twice.as much as she does, and 
treasures the half-burnt coals which she picks 
out. 

And Willie, who strutted about so pompously 
the day he passed his eighth year, and was 
ready to thrash any man who dared so much as 
to wink at his sisters—Willie sprained his ankle 
severely, and as doctors are dear (excepting the 
young fledglings who practice on poor people), 
the boy will be a cripple. 

All this John Sanderson has heard in his 
tear-stained letter from his devoted wife, and 
the hard walls of his cell have echoed his cries 
of despair. 

He thinks of the five long anxious years be- 
tween him and liberty, and he can scarcely 
breathe. 

fe has suffered. 

Freed from prison, he certainly would do 
society no harm. He is at heart an honest man, 
as he always has been. If he can but reach his 
children once more, he will die with them, but 
never again yield to temptation. 

Poor fellow, God help him, for our rich and 
influential citizens will not. 

He wasn’t a pillar of the Church, 

He couldn’t afford to be. 

He didn’t steal dollars from poor widows and 
orphans that he might give dimes to the sweet- 
scented heathen, 

And that’s where he wasn’t smart, according 
to the improved morality of some of our “ best 
citizens.” 








“Any fool can write paragraphs.”— Ga¢h, 
To be sure, George, and that you cannot si 
only the exception that proves the rule. 





Puckerings. 


Law knows no necessity. 


ONE may be encyclopedic yet not be at ’ome, 


FinE fishing. Paying $25 for taking one out 
of season. 


MoTTO FOR THE DOG-CATCHERS—“ Justice, 
tho’ the skyes fall.” 

THE man who finds a pocket-book with cash 
in it doesn’t look at a paper for three weeks. 


Is 1T the inventor of Philadelphia of whom 
we are so often reminded,—PENN says, am Oi? 


FINE clothes may not make the gentleman, 
but they make the tailor who has a good pay- 
ing custom. 


THE antipathy of some papers to Captain 
Boyton is explained by the, fact that he uses 
a patent outside. 


GREEN apples are now on the corner stands. 
We desire modestly to call attention to the 
fact that we prophesied this several months ago. 


‘167 Dogs go to the Pound,” was the head- 
line of an article in the paper the other morn- 
ing. ‘‘Sakes alive,” exclaimed Mrs. de Flukey, 
when she read this, ‘“‘no wonder dogs can 
swim, if they’re as light as that!” 


A WESTERN writer has been discoursing on 
the “Standing of Goats.” This is a subject 
easily exhausted, for the number of positicns 
in which a goat can stand is decidedly limited; 
but when one of them attains a forward im- 
petus, and starts off on a rampage, and strikes 
a crowd of boys who are looking through 
smoked glasses for the comet, he immediately 
becomes the central figure in a series of ¢ad- 
leaux vivants over which a devoted scientist 
might well wax eloquent. 
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RELIGIOUS COLONIZATION. 
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gion is getting to be altogether too much 

mixed up with affairs political and social; 
and the latest phase of this newest departure in 
American matters is the effort to populate the 
great waste places of the West with “colonies” 
of certain religionists. 

This is decidedly un-American; it is con- 
trary to the spirit in which the Fathers founded 
the Republic; for by their Constitution they 
declared war against the religious fanaticism 
which had, previously, been the cause of such 
outrages in the Eastern provinces. 

But now we are to order all these things 
otherwise. Instead of little hamlets budding 
into thrifty villages, and blossoming into bust- 
ling cities, with the Methodist spire rising up 
into the same blue Heaven with the Catholic 
cross, while the dome of the Synagogue flashes 
between them—we are to have sectarian vil- 
lages made up, as the case may be, exclusively 
either of Jews or Catholics. 

“No American Protestant or non-religionist 
may apply.” 

If this thing is to be the rule we will have to 
get up Presbyterian towns, and Methodist cities, 
and Episcopalian counties: or we could carry 
the idea further and make the colonization of 
the country a question of race: and have our 
Swigitoffskiville (inhabited entirely by Rus- 
sians); or Luchmuller township, entirely Teu- 
tonic; or Paddywhackton Cross-Roads, which, 
it is needless to say, should be entirely Irish. 

These fancies could be carried out to an un- 
limited extent; but doesn’t it seem to interfere 
somewhat with our hopes of national pros- 
perity? If the Jews succeed—and they are an 
able and prolific race—what is to become of the 
Hog business—outside of Cincinnati ? 

And if the Catholics fill up our Western waste 
places, what are our Judges, Lawyers, Sheriffs, 
etc., to do for a living, when “ indulgence” 
for crime may be purchased cheap for cash. 

Fancy a foreigner visiting the country for the 
first time and passing through a colony where 
all the trees bear triple gold balls for fruit; and 
going on to another colony where the very 
bushes bear ‘‘ indulgences” as the fruit of the 
soil: in one where the Hog is a thing accursed; 
and in the other where he is the friend—the 
patron-saint, as it were—of the family. Even 
Dennis Kearney could not keep out his great 
enemy from American shores if this sort of 
colonization is to continue, for such would be 
the antagonism of the rival colonies that a 
Chinese wall of exclusion would have to be 
built around each of them—and who so fit to 
do this work as the moon-eyed lepers ? 

This doctrine of exclusiveness won’t work in 
this country. If it isa job on the part of the 
projectors, they may get away with their 
“‘racket,” but the schemes won’t take root. 
Freedom of thought, free interchange of opi- 
nions and experience, freedom to come and go 


ec trouble with this country is that reli- 





to people of every race, religion and color will 
in the future, as it has in the past, build up 
great towns and cities in the West; but this one- 
horse, one-idea-ed notion will only end in failure. 

Yet if the idea is ever carried out, even to 
the most limited extent, we advise all the pretty 
Jewish maidens. to make love over the fence 
which divides the colonies to all the snub-nosed 
Catholic youngsters and hie them quickly to 
the nearest magistrate, of no religion at all, and 
get married. 

Then we may have a future race of American 
citizens who will get up colonies on the Ameri- 
can plan. 








SAT UPON. 


S the Almighty Dollar almighty? That is 
the question. 
Have we—don’t laugh!—an honest 
Board of Aldermen, or didn’t Mr. Vanderbilt 
bid high enough? Ay, there’s the rub! 

But that Mr. William H. Vanderbilt, the 
successor of his father as grand Timarch, per- 
petual great Mogul, of the house of Vanderbilt, 
has been sat upon by the Aldermen is a fact. 
And we don’t suppose he felt happy just at that 
time; he must have felt flat. 

Now we are not partisans as between Mr. 
Vanderbilt and the Aldermen. What we ask 
for is for fair play—for a square deal, between 
man and men. 

The fashion reports in the daily papers tell 
us that Alderman Guzzle is at Coney Island; 
that Alderman Gobble is at Long Branch; and 
that Aldermen A, B and C down to Z are at 
the other seaside and mountain resorts. And 
it takes money to reside in these abodes of 
luxuries, especially when Aldermen are ‘‘struck”’ 
on all sides for wine. 

We, also, from information and belief, aver 
that the Mogul Vanderbilt is blessed with 
spondoolix; having had a rich pa, and having 
saved all his taxes. 

So, now, if the Timarch Vanderbilt desires 
to ruin the central portion of the city of New 
York, and only needs the consent of the Alder- 
men to do it, why doesn’t he pay for it, like 
a little man, and let the “Board” go on its 
way Coneyward rejoicing? 

But if Alderman Morris be right, and “‘this is 
as honest a Board as ever sat here,” what shall we 
not do for our present dearly beloved Aldermen? 

Couldn’t Gov. Robinson convene the legis- 
lature to pass a special act by which the present 
Board should remain in office forever ?—with 
increased salaries ?—and fat places for all their 
relatives ?—and all personal expenses paid by 
the city? 

Resist a Vanderbilt! See what it is to have 
an honest Board—a Board that dares to sit 
down upon him! 

Our advice to the people of this great city 
is to keep these Aldermen in their present 
positions. What if Alderman Sauer did talk 
vinegar to Alderman Haughton; and what if 
Alderman Haughton did haughtily sneer the 
words down the gullet of Alderman Sauer? 
The Board as a body has sat down upon Van- 
derbilt, and as it is the only Board that ever 
dared to do such an act, we say, Give ’em a 
chance to keep sitting on him in secula secu- 
lorum, Amen! 

Of course we should not be surprised if the 
Aldermen next week authorized Vanderbilt to 
tear down the Academy of Design, cart the 
building of the Y. M. C. A. down to the dumps, 
level the Everett House, destroy Union Square 
and do other little things for his new (projec- 
ted) road. We say we should not be surprised. 

Puck is never surprised at anything. 

But if the Board ever lifts its body corporate 
from the position in which it now is over Van- 
derbilt, why, then—Pucx will sit down on the 
Aldermen. 


ee 
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BRITAIN’S IDOLS, 


even a lion; he is nothing but a great calf. 

We have always thought this, but we have 
refrained from saying it until the recent un- 
gainly friskiness of the British calf forces*us to 
do so. 

It has been the British fancy for many years 
to sneer at the people of this country. Al- 
though we have no aristocracy ourselves, we 
are accused of toadying to any stray aristocrat 
we can clap our hands upon; we are told we 
“‘ dearly love a lord;”’ and that we are contin- 
ually being humbugged by barbers who mas- 
querade as barons, and waiters whom we take 
for dukes. 


And much of this is true. We did, in many 
cases, act with as much asininity as it is in ave- 
rage mortals to command. But we had some 
basis for our extravagance of action. If we 
ran and shouted after the Prince of Wales, it 
was not because he came as A. E. Guelph, Es- 
quire, but as the representative of a great and 
friendly Empire on which the sun never sets, 
If we dogged the very footsteps of the Grand 
Duke Alexis, and named a theatre after him, it 
was because his father was good to us when we 
were in trouble. So when we went mad about 
Charles Dickens—the magic of his pen had 
swayed our hearts with joy and sadness; it had 
sent into our homes some of our nearest and 
dearest friends, who shall live in our affections 
when the friends of flesh and blood have passed 
away forever. We had some cause for our 
somewhat extravagant reception of Mr. Dic- 
kens. And so with all the visitors upon whom 
we have lavished our exuberant welcome. But 
the bull-calf of Britain imports a French actress 
from Paris; grabs hold of a wandering Yankee 
preacher from the village of Brooklyn, and 
forthwith sets them on pedestals and worships 
them: thus reversing the ancient legend of the 
Scripture, for now it is the golden calf that 
worships. 


Mile. Bernhardt wears male clothes, and 
sculps, and paints, and writes letters to the 
press, and acts—that is, when she doesn’t disap- 
point the public. She is willing to exhibit her 
little arts in private houses for $400 per night; 
and from the Prince of Wales down to the flash 
youth from the Seven Dials, all England wor- 
ships her. 

Talmage—our own Talmage—skips, opens 
his mouth and swallows himself, comes out 
again, elongates his legs and kicks flies off the 
ceiling, plays frog with himself, and howls the 
Gospel all the time. He can start more “ reli- 
gious” newspapers and burst ’em than any 
other living man; and can keep cool although 
continually in hot water. As chief attraction 
for the side-show of a circus, Talmage’s popu- 
larity could easily be accounted for; but when 
he puts on the robes of the clergyman over his 
clown’s motley, it seems stupid that even the 
British eye could not penetrate so thin a dis- 
guise. The fact, however, is that the British 
calf, with an act of prestidigitation far superior 
to that of the fairy godmother in “Cinderella,” 
converts itself into a string team of ’orses—or 
—well—and drags Talmage’s carriage to church, 
amid the shouts and applause of multitudes. 

We refer to these people merely as they ap- 
pear before the public, and to let the world 
see what sort of cattle the British calf shakes 
his leg at and showers his sovereigns upon. 

If this is the sort England wants, why, by 
our halidome, she shall have ’em. 

We don’t know what France can do, but we 
cansend over a greater than Talmage—in athe- 
letics, Captain Williams; in language, Dennis 
Kearney; in—but there, we’ll send over John 
Kelly, if they will only keep him. 


Jon BULL is not a bull at all; he is not 
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THE SUMMER PLAIN! OF THE EDITOR. 


HE editor sat in his great easy chair, 
With pastepot and scissors at hand, 
A shade o’er his eyes to keep out the light’s glare 

As a pile of exchanges he scanned; 
His brow it was wrinkled with furrows of thought, 

And his nose had a sad, pensive air, 
For his mind it was working, but nothing it brought, 

While he nervously fingered his hair. 


The reporters were all at their desks in the room, 
But no ‘details’ as yet for their waiting 
Had come from the ‘‘City,” who, wrapped up in gloom, 
Some problem in mind seemed debating; 
And, one by one, as the waves on the shore, 
At the “City” they’d anxiously peer, 
And, grabbing their note-books, would slide for the 
door, 
To “take down” a few schooners of beer, 


And as the last man through the portals went out, . 
The ‘‘City” looked up from his toil, 

And smiled a sad smile as he wriggled about 
Like a man with a well-seated —: 

*¢ Poor fellows,” he murmured, “ I know it is rough 
To be hanging all night round this place, 

But, of two positions, mine is the most tough, 
Though I’m working on salary, not ‘space.’ 


«« I’m at my wits’ end to know what to do, 
And can’t, for the life of me, think, 

For in the whole city there’s nothing that’s new 
On which I might use printer’s ink; 

To keep thinking on nothing will soon drive me mad, 
For my ‘ schedule’ ’s a blank, empty void, 

And for days back a subject I scarcely have had, 
Which makes me feel sour and annoyed. 


‘¢ Now the week before last I might call very good, 
For the market on murders went ‘long,’ 

While of suicides there came in quite a flood— 
Our ‘Sensational’ dished them up strong. 

There were drownings and accidents, too; I recall 
Our ‘Police,’ how he jumped up with glee, 

As the blotters he scanned at Police Central Hall, 
(And on pay-day went off on a spree.) 


««In fashionable weddings there’s nothing to tell, 
Highway robberies show a great dearth, 
The burglars are cracking some seaside hotel, 
No babes are abandoned at birth; 
Of fires and explosions I can’t get a line, 
And theatres are closed for the season, 
Politicians are bathing in ocean’s salt brine, 
And an ‘interview’ ’s out of all reason. 


*¢ Our ‘Funny Man’ yesterday died, and was laid 
Where joking-to-order won’t trouble, 

Between drinking and writing bad puns ready-made, 
Poor fellow! he was nearly bent double; 

Our ‘ Scissors’ Man’ ’s down with spring fever so bad 
That his fingers are palsied with shearing, 

The ‘Comps.’ up above are howling like mad, 
And for ‘copy’ are cursing and ‘rearing.’ 


** The Foreman is shrieking through the tube from above 
That I twenty more columns must shake up, 

(Not a line of ‘back matter for money or love, 
And the presses delayed by the ‘make-up!’) 

And the ‘devil’ himself—the young imp that he is— 
Like a ’skeeter from Hoboken hazy, 

Rushes down from up-stairs with an ink-begrimed phiz, 
And swears that the foreman’s gone crazy. 


** Well, well, I suppose I am forced to retain 
All the time-honored stories retold — 
‘ Didn’t Know It was Loaded!’ ‘ Enoch Arden Again!’ 
And the Yarn of the Inhabitant Old; 
The Sea-Serpent, too, I must not forget, 
Nor a ‘A Traveling Menagerie Breaks Loose!’ 
Aha, there is hope!—the night’s not gone yet, 
What remains I will put to good use.” 
M. F, Donovan. 





RECONCILING TWO INTERESTS. 


FirinE:—If you insist, Adolphe; but let us 
spare the modesty of my tender charges. Look 
at the dirt on your boots, you horrid things! 








LA CREME DES CHRONIQUES. 


WHAT THE WITS OF DE BLIN FIND TO SAY 
IN THEIR PAPERS. 


‘I woutp box your ears,” said a young lady 
of Bellefaste to her stupid and tiresome ad- 
mirer, ‘‘ if "— 

‘““If what ?” he anxiously asked. 

“Tf,” she repeated, ‘‘I could get a box 
large enough for the purpose.”’ 


Pere pu GANN was exhorting his flock to be 
honest. He stopped abruptly in his discourse, 
and, turning to one of his parishioners, said: 

‘* Mon cher fils, you know that the fine sheep 
you have belongs to the Baron.” 

“‘ That I do, bad luck to him, and if it isn’t 
the finest he had, it is the finest I could lay 
hands on. And as for the sin of taking an- 
other man’s sheep, that’s not so great; there’d 
be small sense in a man stealing one of his own.” 


‘Can you sign your name?” a notary asked 
a witness in Ville de la Reine. 

** Won’t my grandfather’s do ?” 

Nol” 

‘¢ But I was called after my grandfather.”’ 

“‘ Then, you idiot, you may sign your grand- 
father’s name.” 

** Why didn’t you say so before?” 


‘““HEAVEN’S artillery,” exclaimed Mlle. Riann 
in the presence of her big brother, during a 
thunder storm. 

‘* Well,” muttered the unclassical brute, “ if 
it’s heaven’s artillery, it makes a h—I of a 
noise.” 


“‘ This bill is soiled,” said a lady to a butch- 
er’s boy who had presented “‘ this bill” for the 
fifth time. , 

‘Qui, madame,” replied the lad, “ boss 
thought he would grease it to make it go easy 
with you.” 


“‘ PLEASE examine my poem,” said an ambi- 
tious freshman to his professor. “ It is an epic 
in blank verse, of course.” 

“Of course,” repeated the professor, scan- 
ning his ‘‘ poem” closely, “it is blank verse 
whether it rhymes or not.” 

** Pourquoi ?” 

“ Because there is nothing in it.” 

Leo C. Evans. 





FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA, 
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No. XCV, 
BRIGHTON BEACH, 

Ya-as, the last time 

I wote I especially 

weferred to the we. 

gion of the Manhat- 

tan Beach terwitor. 

wy, in which neigh- 

_ borhood there is a 

hotel and a stwuc- 

ture faw fellaws who 

play bwass and weed 

instwuments, and 

varwious nondescwipt buildings faw people to 

undwess themselves who are desirwous of dip- 

ping their persons in the bwiny. And aw, by 

the way, there is also an enclosed arwange- 

ment, in ordah to give an opportunity fawa 

balloon to be pwivately waised fwom the 

gwound, that fellaws may go up and see the 

appearwance the countwy pwesents fwom a 
height of severwal hundwed feet. 

Aw I wish to make some wemarks about 
Bwighton B-b-beach, which resort on Coney 
Island is similar in a gweat many wespects to 
Manhattan Beach. One has the opportunity 
of aw doing verwy much the same thing at 
both places. You eat your tolerwable dinnah, 
with a liberwal supply of clams, dwink your 
sherwy and clarwet,and smoke your cigarwette, 
and stwoll along the sandy terwa firma and 
watch the bweakahs wo-ah. 

Jack and Miss Marguerwite and severwal of 
her fwiends were in the party, and we all man- 
aged to kill the time verwy wespectably, con- 
siderwing this aw Bwighton has been so we- 
cently established. 

The pwincipal dwawbacks are the twibes of 
the verwy wepublican aw democwatic indivi- 
duals who fwequent Bwighton and Coney Is- 
land generwally. Too many aw. Some of 
them are no doubt well enough in their way, 
but I think it would be quite a capital ide-ah 
to weserve some species of arwangement, in the 
shape of a conservatorwy or othah building, 
wherein the pwopah descwiption of people only 
would be admitted. Suppose it would be wa- 
thah a complicated mattah to carwy out, but I 
don’t see why it shouldn’t be twied. Anfellaw 
doesn’t want on everwy occasion to wub shoul- 
dahs with his gween-gwocer or tailah. 

I have pweviously wemarked—in fact aw I’m 
witing about it—that this wegion is called 
Bwighton. I’m sure I don’t know the weason, 
for it doesn’t wesemble the orwiginal Bwighton 
at home, ye know, in any wespect. 

It is twue it is aw by the sea; but then she 
Bwighton is on a channel. 

Our Bwighton, ye see, is not quite as cor- 
wect as it used to be at a formah perwiod. It’s 
wathah ovahwun with aw vulgah City men. But 
still it does verwy well faw fellaws to wun down 
occasionally and stwoll or dwive on the Mar- 
ween Parwade. 

Aw one misses the widing, and the wespecta- 
ble turnouts, and the Aquarwium built in the 
wock, and the fine woads, and the othah at- 
twactions. 

At this aw Bwighton there are a superwabun- 
dance and a tolerwably imposing timbah_ hotel 
—no othah indications of any pwopah civiliza- 
tion or settlement. And, besides, until there 
are stweets and substantially-built wesidences 
and carwavansarwies, and a fellaw can twavel 
in this dirwection durwing wintah, I shall nevah 
be able to bwing myself to believe that this 
wesort has any pwetensions to being a weal 
Bwighton aw. 








Tue difference between having your grass 
cropped or cut is whether it be done by a morn 
lower or a lawn mower. 
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THE ONLY MOURNER. 


OW that the summer is upon us, and the 
one solitary dog who annually indulges 
in that luxury has committed his little 

case of hydrophobia, the grand crusade against 
the canines is, of course, begun, and carried 
on with a noble fervor that gives good promise 
of fighting it out on the unmuzzled line if it 
takes all summer. 

Contributions are levied upon the public 
purse; choicely brutal and piratical dog-catch- 
ers are appointed; and, all because one dog, 
over in Hoboken or Bergen Point, growled at 
a habitual drunkard, who afterwards expired 
in the agonies of d. t., every dog in the city 
stands in peril of his life. . 

As a matter of fact, we all know that only 
one dog in 11,799,847 ever goes mad. And 
we know that that dog generally selects the 
winter as the most appropriate season in which 
to cultivate a distaste for liquid refreshments. 
No man who has ever been in the company of 
a crowd of high-minded and sympathetic friends 
clustering about a popular bar, can doubt that 
the poor dog yearns with all a human being’s 
earnestness for his mud-gutter cocktail in the 
hot summer. No man who has even clustered 
around a bar quite by himself but must under- 
stand that July and August are the last months 
in which any sensible, respectable, decently 
educated dog would ever choose to go back 
on his liquor. 





Yet it appears to be a popular delusion that 
the summer has some mysterious and inexpli- 
cable tendency to make a thirsty cur hate the 
water-trough, and so, quite naturally, a myriad 
dogs are sacrificed to the same fickle and irra- 
tional power which has, in days past, martyred 
science, ruined religions, enslaved nations, 
and generally done its best to make this poor 
old world turn the wrong way on its axis. 

So it is that, for the whole season between 
May and October, a small but. energetic band 
of unmanly and inhuman men is let loose upon 
a class of the community much superior in 
morals, if not in intellect, to its persecutors. 
A decent dog is better than an indecent man, 
any day of the week; and it is a mortal insult 
to all dumb animals to call a dog-catcher a 
brutal man. Dogs don’t steal and they don’t 
torture. According to t!.eir limited lights, they 
are square and honest und gentle. We do not 
say that you can look for all the loftier canine 
virtues in gutter-pups of the very lowest degree; 
but we do assert, and we assert it boldly, that 
in the item of primitive virtue a chance hundred 
of dogs will average better than a hundred men 
taken at random, or, to put men out of the ques- 
tion, a hundred thousand dog-catchers. 

But the edict has gone forth, and the dogs 
must go. 

There seems to be no one to speak a word 
for them. Even Mr. Bergh has lost his philan- 
thropic backbone, and appears quite content to 
wander weakly in the rear of the dog-catcher’s 
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fate of the unfortunates who look to him not 
only for sympathy but for succor. 

Is he tired of playing champion to distressed 
brutehood, this brave old Don Quixote of 
New York? Has he at last been touched by 
the gross ridicule of fools? Or has his indig- 
nant and enthusiastic tongue cloven forever to 
the roof of his mouth? 

His is not a too dignified position, trailing 
wofully behind a brutality with which he seems 
to feel himself unable to cope. It is very small 
work for a great humanitarian like Mr. Bergh 
to raise a mild plea merely for the diminution, 
not for the abolition, of a wholly unnecessary 
system of torture. 

After these poor dogs are once captured, it 
makes very little difference whether their pens 
are a little more or a little less “‘ commodious,” 
What we look for from Mr. Bergh is a brave, 
vigorous, rvadica/ protest against the whole 
senseless practice of murdering every year 
thousands of wretched animals in deference to 
the most childish of popular superstitions. 


Can anything equal the complacency of the 
young man in low-necked shoes and clocked 
socks, when he finds that all the ladies on the 
opposite side of the car are deeply interested 
in them, or can aught exceed his utter discom- 
fiture when he discovers casually that they are 
not mates? 
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OUR SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT. 


In THE CounTRY, and I forget the date. 
O Puck! 

(Doesn’t this strike you as an improvement 
upon the conventional form of opening a letter ? 
Doesn’t it sort of give you a fair warning that I 
am about to unburden several horrible bales 
upon you? I own up to having sto—adapted 
the idea from the dear girls, who invariably 
affect this ejaculatory salutation when one 
meets another in the street, and is all impa- 
tience to tell her that she has found out that 
stuck-up thing, Marianne Jonesy, has had 
dresses made by a seamstress in 11th Avenue, 
and not by Madame Phinekutsky, the Union 
Square modiste, as she had given them reason 
to believe. 

And don’t let the particularly intelligent 
compositor who sets up this stickfull put in 
any of his fancy touches on that first letter. 
If you think it not safe to tempt him, draw 
your pencil through the ‘‘O” and substitute the 
customary ‘‘ Dear.” You see he might smuggle 
in a period after the ‘“‘O”, and then everybody 
would think your first name was Obadiah, or 
Oscar — Oscar Puck, wouldn’t that sound 
queer ?) 

It has been raining now four days in succes- 
sion—but not steadily. Not a square honest 
rain that knows what it has to do, and settles 
down to business, and never lets up until it’s 
finished. I can respect such a cataclysm, how- 
ever much it may inconvenience me, but where 
shall I find epithets strong enough to charac- 
terize this nasty, exasperating, intermittent 
rain? 

“In a Thesaurus.” 
please don’t interrupt! 

It is coming down now like a Grand Aggre- 
gation of Untamed Cataracts. In about an 
hour, perhaps, it will slow up, begin to drop on 
it, as it were, and gradually clear off. Then the 
sky will smile through its tears (you have heard 
this met-afore—likewise this pun), and a strong 
preparation of sunshine will dry up the imita- 
tion dewdrops on grass and flowers. 

And do you know what I will do then? I will 
look everywhere, overhead, east, west, north 
and south, and even behind the barn, and find 
not even an apology for a threatening cloud 
anywhere. Then I will kick off my slippers and 
pull on my double-soled tramping brogans, and 
venture out. This is quite possible here, for 
the rain soaks into the sandy soil, and the 
roads are walkable immediately after the se- 
verest storm. I don’t know where all the water 
goes to, but I am of the opinion that, if all the 
world resembled this particular portion of the 
State of Connecticut in soil and climate, the 
devil would be drowned out in less than no time. 
I will brush along through the clover-fields, and 
over the hillocks dotted with daisies, until I am 
far from shelter, when suddenly a bilious hue 
will overspread the face of the sky, and I shall 
be drenched with as little mercy as Captain 
Williams would show the poor wretch who 
chanced to be taken with an epileptic fit in 
his precinct. I know that this will happen if 
I venture out—lI foresee and prophesy it; yet 
when the raindrops shall have ceased, and the 
sky is innocent of clouds, I will persuade my- 
self that an end of all this wetness has come at 
last. I will lay my plans accordingly, and then 
the rain will come, as hereinbefore foresha- 
dowed, and lay them for me. 


There can be no doubt about it, what this 
place really needs is a new climate, one more 
regular in its habits. If the villagers were the 
least bit enterprising, they’d club together and 
buy one. ; 

It must be excessively trying to a person of 
nervous temperament to be hanged by the neck 
until dead, but I doubt if it be more painful 


Thanks, thanks, but 





THE SUMMER SEASON. 
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than the experience of the man, who, lazily 
stretched at full length upon the shady lawn, 
and dreaming of nothing in particular, feels 
something crawl up his leg. Just watch him! 
With one agile turn he is in a sitting posture. 
The insect seems to be creeping up both sides 
of his leg at once, and has almost reached his 
knee before he can put his finger on it. He 
feels several thousand claws clinging to his 
flesh, and his mind reverts to bales of scorpions 
and tarantulas. He secures the animal between 
his fingers and a fold of his trousers. What shall 
he do with it? He dare not crush it, because 
—because—well, because no fellow ever brings 
more than one change of underclothing with 
him when he goes into the country for a week 
or two, and the washerwoman has just carried 
away the other set. He tries to reach it from 
below with the hand that is disengaged, but he 
cannot insert his fingers under his snug-fitting 
clothes. To get at it from above is equally out 
of the question, because there are ladies upon 
the piazza who are already interested; so he 
tightens his grip upon the unidentified monster, 
and thus, bent nearly double, shuffles into the 
house, stumbles to his room, and—there, now, 
he has closed the door! 

(When next I’ll see you, Puckie, I’ll tell you 
what I did and how I did it, when I was alone 
with my fears and the bug. Remind me. You 
can’t expect me to give myself away too badly 
to everybody, even if it does fill up the column.) 
I am anything but an epicure. I can relish 
ris de veau a la financiére, yet an insinuating 
swiss-cheese and brown-bread sandwich is quite 
as much to my liking; but if there is one thing 
I do particularly dote upon, it is a poached egg. 
A poached egg sans reproche, mind you, for I 
am not one of those who take their eggs, as they 
do their religions, upon faith. Somehow, I never 
can take kindly to one whose yolk exposes three 
colors—an outer ring of deep red, an inner 
circle of yellow, and a central spot of green. 
I cannot accept such a one as the Correct 
Ki-bosh in eggs. I may be ultra-particular, but 
I never eat one in a restaurant unless the proprie- 
tor is willing to sign an affidavit that he saw the 
egg laid, and of his own knowledge, aud not 
from ‘‘ information and belief,’ knows it to be 
in its early infancy, and not yet to have reached 
the period of addlescence; and as they are sel- 
dom prepared to do this, I rarely taste my 
favorite dish. I once found an eating-house 
boss who was willing, even eager, to take the 
oath, but all the same was the alleged egg passé. 
I afterwards learned that the fellow had been in 
earlier days a reporter for the Ze/egram. 

But if 1 cannot often gratify my longing for 
this delicious dish, I can solace myself with 
anticipations of the summer tirae, when I can, 





figuratively, roll in eggs. As I doze at my desk 
in the winter time, a central figure in my dreams, 
along with the rustling of leaves, the singing of 
birds, and the babbling of shady brooks, is that 
of a plump hen laying eggs for me by the dozen 
in a barrel chuck-full of straw. 

My first breakfast when I reached here, con- 
sisted of a glass of milk and three poached eggs. 
What beauties they were! _ Here they nestled, 
side by side, blood-red yolk set in snowy 
white, and firm as door-knobs. I covereda 
square-inch of toast with a corresponding sec- 
tion of one egg, and, poising the tempting 
morsel on my fork, gloated over it with eager 
eyes. The delicious ruby mass, done to a 
nicety, hung trembling on the crispy edge, but 
did not drop. I closed my mouth upon it. 

Ye gods! 

I'd give a trade-dollar to see a picture of 
myself at that moment! 

The egg was musty! 

Let it go no further! 

Keep it dark! ; 

I was lounging about the station the next day 
when the 3:30 train from New York arrived, 
and I saw a box hurled from the baggage-car to 
the platform. It looked like a case of cham- 
pagne, and I drew near to note the name of 
the luxurious individual, that I might seek an 
introduction. It was marked with the legend 
“EGGs—HANDLE WITH CARE,” and the address 
—you have guessed already. 

I am not vain, Puck, but I want to call 
your attention to the fact that I have written all 
this without working in a single one of the 
thousand practicable puns upon the word 
‘“‘egg.” If I should happen to be drowned, 
or struck by lightning, or carried off by some 
girl, before I reach the city again, you will have 
at least one good word to say for me—won’t 
you? M. W. B. 








FACT! 


NoTIcE a woman when she receives a tele- 
gram. How it does scare her! She trembles 
like a dish of jelly, and imagines all sorts of 
things. Her husband has fallen down the 
hatchway at his warehouse. Her Johnny has 
gone out sailing and is drowned. Her sister 
Maria has been scalded to death. Nothing 
short of a fatal accident quite fills the bill of 
her imagination. When she finally summons 
courage to tear open the envelope, she finds a 
message from her husband warning her that he 
will bring a customer home to dinner, and she 
immediately calls the children together, and 
instructs them not to ask twice for raspberries, 
as there’s just enough to go round, and give © 
the visitor a few extra. 
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| THE MAGNETIC YOUNG MAN. 


ISS CLARE, of Rodney, Ont., is a very 
attractive girl. Her attractiveness is 
perfectly “shocking.” She is charged 
with electricity, and acts precisely like a gal- 
yanic battery—if you will excuse the pun. By 
joining hands, we are told, she can send a 
sharp shock through a dozen persons, and she 
all the attraction of a magnet. Nee- 
dies will hang suspended from her fingers, and 
when she attempts to pick up a knife, the blade 
will jump into her hand. 

We believe all this—and more, too. 

We once knew a young man who was simi- 
larly afflicted. But he was not a happy young 
man. Quite the contrary. He would have 
willingly exchanged his shocking gift for a bad 
case of tooth-ache, or the mumps, or some- 
thing that way. He was a powerful magnet, 
and this marvelous peculiarity plunged him 
into divers difficulties. 

One day while standing in a crowd, gazing 
at a procession, he suddenly found four port- 
monnaies clinging to his fingers, and about the 
same period he was seized by four men who 
yelled ‘‘ Police!” The steel clasps of the purses 
had to succumb to the young man’s wonder- 
fully-developed electric power. He was ar- 
rested on the charge of being a professional 
pickpocket; and when he was taken before a 
magistrate that functionary turned a deaf ear 
to his explanation, until he missed his steel- 
rimmed spectacles and steel pens, and found 
them clinging to the prisoner’s cheek. The 
complainants, seeing how he was ‘‘ charged,” 
withdrew the charge, and the Magistrate dis- 
charged him. 

Once when he made an evenin-gcall upon a 
couple of interesting young ladies, he even 
wished he was dead—and buried—ere fifteen 
minutes had winged their rapid flight. He in- 
nocently backed up against a table whereon 
was a loaded needle-cushion, and when he sat 
down soon afterwards, he didn’t stay sit a 
second, but wildly sprang to his feet, emitting 
a series of shrieks that nearly frightened the 
life out of an old lady in the next room, threw 
one of the young ladies into a swoon, and 
caused the other to gather her skirts closely 
about her ankles and clamber up on a table, 
under the impression that there was a masked 
burglar, or a mouse, or some other hideous 
monster in the room. 

It was a very painful contretemps indeed, 
and the young man didn’t stay long after that. 
He said he was sick and must go home; and 
his appetite for sitting down was sadly impaired 
for more than a week. 

This human lodestone visited the office of 
the Saintville Democrat-Globe one day, and 
when he returned home he found ten pairs of 
scissors hanging to various portions of his body, 
and the D.-G. was compelled to come out next 
morning with a great deal more original matter 
than usual. And one evening he whispered 
something tender into a nice young lady’s ear, 
and when he removed his head, she gave forth 
a shriek that made his heart stand still and 
his hair on end. Her father rushed into the 
room and elevated him into the street with his 
boot with such phenomenal celerity and start- 
ling emphasis that he thought a comet’s tail 
had struck the earth. The young lady wore 
steel ear-rings, and when the magnetic young 
man suddenly withdrew his head, one of the 
ornaments was torn from her ear and that or- 
gan nearly pulled out by the roots. Owing to 
her father’s misapprehension, he didn’t stay to 
apologize. This is trustworthy. 

One afternoon while promenading the main 
street, and ogling the girls, a terrible thing 
happened to him. He suddenly felt an op- 
pressive weight, as it were, in his rear, and 








placing his hand behind him he found that 








his magnetic power had attracted a large dog- 
collar. Unfortunately, the collar had a full-grown 
dog in it, and when the animal begged in pite- 
ous tones to be released, a policeman thought 
the young man was assailed by a rabid canine, 
whereupon he drew his revolver, closed both 
eyes, and discharged six shots at random. 
(Random, by the way, was not thé name of the 
dog.) One bullet shattered a plate-glass win- 
dow, another lodged in the calf of the young 
man’s left leg, a third went through a tall 
gentleman’s hat, and the others missed the 
mark altogether. Two men now seized hold 
of the dog’s hind legs and pulled—and the 
magnetic young man’s Sunday trousers were 
laid up for repairs. 

It is a terrible thing to be a living, breathing 
magnet, and this Ontario girl may expect to 
encounter all sorts of unpleasant adventures if 
she goes out much. 

Why, one day, this magnetic person of whom 
we write accepted an invitation to look at some 
valuable paintings a friend had just purchased, 
and he had hardly entered the room when his 
magnetism drew all the steel picture-nails out 
of the walls, and the paintings fell with a crash. 
The owner thought it was a death-token, and 
that he would lose a member of his family 
within a week. 

The magnetic young man couldn’t enjoy 
himself anywhere. He never felt so confused 
in his life as when he praised a young lady’s 
wealth of golden hair, and then attracted all 
the steel skewers and pins and things out of 
her tresses, and saw seventeen dollars’ worth of 
store hair fall upon the floor. The young lady 
was just as much confused as he was, but that 
didn’t repair matters much, and he abbreviated 
his visit more than three hours worth. 

But the worst—and also the best—thing that 
ever happened to him was one night in August. 
He took a sundown ramble up the railroad 
about two miles out of town, and before re- 
tracing his steps he unthinkingly seated himself 
upon a pile of old steel rails. 

He didn’t get home that night. 

When he attempted to arise to resume his 
walk, he found himself firmly anchored, the 
four rails he touched weighinz over six hun- 
dred pounds. He yelled “‘ Police!” ‘‘ Murder!” 
“Fire!” But all in vain. His cries were not 
heard. He felt so miserable that he would 
have exchanged positions with the President of 
the United States, with all its cares and bur- 
dens, without demanding a dollar to boot. To 
add to the unpleasantness of his predicament, 
a terrific storm came up about an hour before 
daylight. The,thunder thundered like thunder, 
the lightning lightened like lightning, and the 
unfortunate young man tried to think of a 
prayer he was taught at Sunday-school. All of 
a sudden—perhaps a trifle quicker—-sort of in- 
stantaneously—there was a blinding flash, a 
fearful crash, and two hours later the young 
man was picked up insensible. 

When he returned to consciousness he felt as 
if he had been interviewed by a New York po- 
liceman’s club; but his magnetism was gone. 
The lightning stroke had cured him. It went 
right to the spot and knocked spots out of it, 
and never sent in a bill a yard long. 

The Ontario girl should sit on a pile of stee 
rails during a thunder-storm. W. 








WE have no occasion to go daily to Coney 
Island to learn what is going on at that breezy 
resort, for the sprightly Coney Island Mews 
tells us all about it. We like the ews because 
it is a well-edited paper,and is eminently fitted 
for the perusal of those visitors who flock to 
that locality in such myriads to take, externally 
and internally, all the salt air and water they 
can conveniently carry—to say nothing of 
other luxuries. Besides, the ews is Coney’s 
original and only daily paper. 





THEORIES OF THE SEYMOUR MURDER. 


— 


S we go to press there is nothing new to 
report with regard to the mysterious 
Seymour tragedy. The murderer has 

not been tracked to his lair, but, as a set-off to 
the singular want of success on the part of the 
police, they have furnished us with a number 
of remarkable theories on the subject, which 
Puck, with his proverbial enterprise and liber- 
ality, has much pleasure in laying before his 
readers. 

SUPERINTENDENT THICKSKULL’s OUTSIDE 

‘THEORY. 

It is obvious that the late Mr. John F. Sey- 
mour met his death by a small bullet carrying 
away a vital part of his spinal cord. It is evi- 
dent that the shot was discharged from the out- 
side of the Theological Seminary, inasmuch as 
the body was found on the grass at some dis- 
tance from the building. Now how was the 
shot fired? It must have come from a gun—a 
gun that was in the hands of an individual who 
stood within a radius of five hundred yards. I 
am convinced that no other theory is entitled 
to the slightest consideration. Every man, wo- 
man and child within five hundred yards of the 
outer fence ought to be arrested. 


INSPECTOR MUDDLEHEAD’s INSIDE THEORY. 

There can no longer be a shadow of a doubt 
that John F, Seymour cannot with strict pro- 
priety be looked upon as a living man. A bul- 
let, fired from somewhere, has afflicted him with 
chronic deadness.. The shot, in my humble 
opinion, came from the inside of the Seminary. 
It is not exactly an established fact, but I think 
there is very good reason to suppose that some 
careless plumbers may have been at work on 
the 4th of July, and have carelessly thrown a 
piece of lead out of the window, which may 


have accidentally entered the heart of Mr. ' 


Seymour. 
CAPTAIN SMASHEM’S ASTRONOMICAL THEORIES. 
John F. Seymour met his fate by a shot fired 
from above. Whence came it? Echo answers 
“*T don’t know,” but Echo didn’t reason. I 
have two theories on the subject—one solar, 
and the other lunar, It has been proved by the 
spectrum analysis that the Sun contains all the 
known and unknown metals. The 4th of July 
was an exceedingly hot day. Why couldn’t a 
leaden solar ray have struck Mr. Seymour in a 
vital part and finished him? My lunar theory 
is exceedingly simple. The man in the Moon 
may have been celebrating and have shot 
recklessly. 
CoRONER CROAKEM’S TOXICOLOGICAL THEORY. 
There is no doubt, in my mind, that the un- 
fortunate Mr. Seymour had been taking medi- 
cinal preparations of lead for years. The metal 
ultimately accumulated round his heart in the 
shape of a bullet, and made his body present 
the appearance of having daylight let through it. 
DETECTIVE BLATHERSKITE’S ‘TRANSATLANTIC 
THEORY. 


On the 4th of July, at Spezia, in Italy, some _ 


important trials were made with three newly 
constructed ironclads and the carrying power 
of some eight hundred-pounder guns. The pro- 
jectiles were steel, cased with lead. What 
would be more natural to suppose than that a 
splinter of the casing may have traveled across 
the Atlantic and taken refuge in the breast of the 
unfortunate Mr. Seymour, The experiments 
took place at five o’clock in the afternoon. 
Mr. Seymour is supposed to have been killed at 
ten o’clock at night. Allowing for the difference 
in time, this would exactly correspond with the 
moment of the discharge of the first projec- 
tile, and proves that the splinter must have 
traveled with the rapidity of the electric fluid. 
DETECTIVE Puck’s THEORY. 

Mr. Seymour met his death at the hands of 
some person or persons unknown—and likely 
to remain so. 
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3 THE PAPAL FARM. 
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AN EPISODE OF THE BEACH. 


HEY tell me I'm queer; but I’m not all here, 
For my heart is far away; 
Buried deep from sight, one sultry night 
Off the beach at Weekaney. ‘ 


Oh! the ocean child! in the breakers wild, 
Bedecked with the foaming spray, 

She and tossed, till my heart 
the beach at Rockaway. 


The spell vas wrought!’ My only thought, 
To follow her, night and day, 

As I followed in glee, o’er the moonlit sea, 
Off the beach at Rockaway. 


She led me far past the surf-washed bar, 
Where the waters tranquil lay; 

And to sleep did rock, with the ‘‘Babes on our Block,’’ 
_ Off the beach at Rockaway. 


T awoke in fright! Oh, woful plight! 
I found to my dismay 

That a mermaid fair had allured me there, 
Off the beach at Rockaway. 


was lost, 


I never gave o’er, but from Pinafore 
Most lustily sang a lay, 

And with stifled moan she left me alone, 
Off the beach at Rockaway. 


Though she has my heart, I sit apart 
And ponder a while each day 
On the cousins and aunts, in the mermaid haunts, 
Off the beach at Rockaway. 
GaMIN. 








GLARE. 


“I’m a quiet man, I am,” he said leaning up 

ainst the bar, and licking the effluence of 
his fifth glass of whiskey off his lips, ‘I’m a 
quiet man, I am. I'll stand most anything, 
an’ I don’t make no noise, ’n’ it takes a power- 
ful sight to rile me; but there’s one thing I 
can’t stand, nor I ain’t agoin’ to stand, nuther, 
’n’ that’s GLare. I ain’t agoin’ to stand GLARE 
—not from no man ’n this footstool. Now, 
you hear me, gentlemen, I’m quiet ’n’ peace- 
able, I am, ’n’ I don’t want to make no dis- 
turbance; but I ain’t goin’ to take GLARE from 
no man. You hear me!” 

And he backed up, and rested both elbows 
on the bar, and looked like a man who would 
do what he said, and a little more. 

There was a dreadful silence, and then a 
small man in the rear of the room arose, came 
forward, and said, meekly: 

“That is a very curious characteristic of 
yours, sir,” 

“It’s solid, you bet yer life,” said the big 


man. 

‘‘ Does Glare really trouble you, sir,” asked 
the small stranger, turning full on the gentle- 
man at the bar. 

“It do, bet yer life,” responded the big per- 
son, “that’s me, all over, counselor, and—I say, 
whatthell yer doin’ ?” 

“I’m not doing anything, sir, so far as I 
know,” said the small man, “if I did, it was 
strictly unintentional.” 

‘You're 2 Guarin’!”’ yelled the individual 
at the bar. ‘Call you to witness, gen’lmen, 
he’s a glarin’ at me!” 

‘*I didn’t mean to glare, sir,” was the small 
man’s apology. 

‘I don’t care, gen’Imen, call you to witness, 
I don’t care. He’saglarin’! Tha’s alll say, 
he’s a glarin!’ Now, sir, I wan’ you to stop 
that glare—stop it right thar!—or—you hear 
me—”’ 

“‘I assure you, sir,” stammered the small 
man. 

“You're a glarin’ at me, you white-livered 
son of perdition—you’re a glarin’ at me, sure’s 
you’re born. You're a glarin’ at me with yer 
right eye—his right eye, gen’lmen—his blame 
bleedin’ right eye—look to him, gen’lmen. 
Now, I say to you, sir, you quit glarin’ at me 





with that there right eye, or I ain’t agoin’ to 
be responsible for the blood that’s agoin’ to be 
shed in thisyer saloon.” 

‘All right,” said the small man, “all I want 
is to be agreeable and accommodating. If my 
eye annoys you, all right—here goes. Glass is 
cheap.” 

And he took it out and threw it on the 
counter; and the big man looked sick. 








MR. LT.-COLONEL LITTLETON RETIRES. 


22> gona 

R. LORNE’S chief cook and bottle- 
washer, Mr. Lt.-Colonel Littleton, the 
“=~ hero of the famous low-necked mani- 
festo, has, we regret to hear, received notice to 
quit the court that he has succeeded in raising 
to the highest pinnacle of glory. Dr. Lorne, 
we think, has committed a grievous error in 
dispensing with the services of so trusty a fol- 
lower. But we suppose he had his reasons, and 

we will not quarrel with him on that account. 

Mr. Littleton seeks another situation, and 
has written to us for a character, well knowing 
that Pucx’s endorsement would immediately 
enable him to obtain an appointment worthy 
of his peculiar talents. 

We should be glad to oblige Mr. Littleton, 
but we make it a rule not to enter into direct 
correspondence with any private individual, 
and we can't depart from our practice even for 
an ex-employee of Dr. Lorne. 

But we have no objection to make a remark 
or two concerning Mr. Littleton, for his bene- 
fit and that of the public at large. 

Mr. Littleton is said to be an officer in the 
Guards, and is consequently supposed to be a 
mighty big swell. We have no objection to his 
doing the heavy.as much as he pleases, when 
he is on his own stamping ground in London, 
among congenial noodles, snobs and toadies; 
but we can’t stand the practice of his reprehen- 
sible principles on any part of this enlightened 
Continent. 

Mr. Littleton is a British soldier, and is pre- 
sumbably ready to die at the cannon’s mouth, 
and do all things that military men who are 
the Correct Ki-bosh are generally prepared to 
do at a moment’s notice. We will not, therefore, 
call in question his bravery or his honor, but 
we do think that if Col. Littleton were the preux 
chevalier that all guardsmen, of course, are, he 
would have found something worthier the exer- 
cise of his genius than acting as a low-necked 
lacquey to a pinchbeck one-horse court, pre- 
sided over by a couple of respectable young 
people whose chief characteristic is freshness. 








AMUSEMENTS. 


At the Mapison SquarRE GARDEN, Dod- 
worth’s band is not having it all to itself, for, 
by way of variety, two or three vocalists and 
Mr. Pease, the pianist, now help to contribute 
to the evening’s enjoyment. Miss Frost’s per- 
formance are exceedingly acceptable, and Sig- 
nor Rosnati captures his auditors with a fine 
mellow voice and tuneful selections. Mr. Lib- 
erati still toots on the cornet, and never fails 
to be trebly encored. The Fuller Electric 
Light has been taking a few days summer va- 
cation, but very shortly will shine o’er the gar- 
den with renewed effulgence. 


Since Koster & Biat have demolished the 
west wall of their Concert Hall and turned the 
open space into a veritable garden, over which 
stretches as much of the blue canopy of Heaven 
as can conveniently get there, the attendance 
has been greater than ever. There is no better 
music of its kind discoursed anywhere than 
that by the orchestra under the baton of Mr. 
Rudolf Bial. 





Answers fox the Anvious, 


HASELTINE.—She walks the water like a thing of life, 

X. L. G.—May you contribute to our columns? We 
don’t know until we see what you propose to play off on 
us. When you send us your article, we shall know— 
and so will you. 

Juck.—Your ‘‘L ”’ poem isn’t up to the level of the 
letter that accompanied it. You are one of those few 
contributors whom it tears the editorial heart to bounce; 
but the stern, solemn, absolute truth is that your verses 
aren’t good enough to use. Don't feel depressed on 
that account, however. The fact is, that to write good 
verse it takes either a divine genius or an infernal idiot, 
and a man may get along very well in this life by simply 
steering a comfortable middle course between these two 
extremes. Take our advice, shoot the delusive muse, 
and, if you have a superfluity of poetry in your nature, 
put it where it will do the most good—turn it loose on 
some nice girl, and be a man and a lover, which is very 
often better, and always more remunerative than being 
a professional! poet. 


A, EsMERY.—We are very so:ry—oh, very sorry that 
Mrs. Quinn of Augusta, Ga., charges you fifteen cents for 
your Puck. It is indeed cruel in Mrs. Quinn; but we 
can see no remedy for your case, if Mrs. Quinn—whom 
we have not the pleasure of knowing—controls the news- 
paper trade in Augusta. A man of the intellectual power 
which your letter shows you to possess ought to be able 
to make an impression on the heart of Mrs. Quinn; we 
should really give you credit for sufficient mashing power 
to wean her too avaricious soul from sordid thoughts, and 
induce her to give you your favorite journal at its face 
price. But if your tender approaches cause no sympa- 
thetic chord to vibrate in the soul of Mrs. Quinn, there 
is nothing for you to do, so far as we can see, except to 
subscribe for PUCK by the year, and save five cents—five 
cents which may go toward the foundation of a happy 
home. 


RALPH RACKSTRAW.—We don’t understand the drift 
of your article. It may be very funny; but the allusions 
are incomprehensible to us. What do you mean by 
adding ‘‘hardly ever” after the word “never”, and 
speaking of ‘his sisters and his cousins and his aunts” ? 
And why do you make mysterious references to ‘‘a big, 
big D.’’? An old man—a truly venerable rooster with 
a patriarchal beard—has told us that these queer phrases 
are copied out of an obsolete opera, popular in his early 
youth; but we never heard of that kind of hairpin afore, 

THURTERM.—You want to know our opinion about the 
‘*Grant boom’’, do you? Well, we aren’t selling our 
opinion for ten cents at present. If you buy all the back- 
numbers of this paper, from No. 1 up, and keep on tak- 
ing it regularly, you will get a general idea of what we 
think on that subject and on several others. But, do you 
know, somehow we take a very limited interest in the 
business of writing private letters to people who want to 
know in five lines all that it takes us months of study and 
labor to think and say. 


INDIGNATION.— Where are the stamps you sent us? 
Bless us, ask usa more possible one. Where are the 
snows of yester-year? We don’t know.. We might 
make a general, vague guess, however, and if it will do 
you any good, we’ll make it. Somebody’s washerwoman 
has one, and if she can read the letter it franked, she 
will call next Saturday. Another went after a ten-dollar 
note, and didn’t get it. Our first assistant sub-editor got 
a third one, and it went to Saratoga, and we saw “ Miss” 
on the envelope. He is good looking, that first assist- 
ant editor, and he is dreadfully soft about the cardiac re- 
gion. Thenthere was one that you had licked so liberally, 
to stick it to your letter, that it wasn’t good for anything, 
and we gave ittoa poor man. Our office-boy got hold 
of the remaining portrait of the father of his country, 
and we suppose, from what we know of the youth, that 
he cashed it, and spent the proceeds in riotous dissipa- 
tion. It is very sad that you are out fifteen cents; but if 
you knew how much you had contributed to the general 
happiness of the human family, you wouldn’t repine. 
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WRITTEN EXFRESSLY FOR PUCK, 





Saying which poor Maggie burst into tears, 
as she hid her head in her mother’s lap. 

The latter was so taken aback she hardly y 
knew what to do or say. The hints and warn- 
ingsshe had received began to resolve themselves 
into grim suspicions. Come what might, she 
= to have an understanding then and 
there 








BY 
JOHN FRASER, 
AUTHOR OF 
‘Effie: a Tale of Two Worlds;” ‘Essays from the Westminster;” ‘Duncan Fenwick’s Daughter; ” 
‘Fair Fragoletta;” ‘*Scottish Chapbooks;” ‘*A Dream of a Life; ’’ 
** Legends of Lorne;” “ Lone Glengartney,” 
etc., etc., etc. 


to grief; but, pardon me, you may not 
understand my slang ?” 

“Oh, yees, I do—go on.” 

“Well, I have seen and heard some things 
since coming here, which make me suspect 
that a certain lady is an intriguante—you un- 
derstand ?” 

“‘Pairfectly.” 

“‘ If so, I wish to spoil her game, and I thought 
you could help me.” 

“Vy me?” 

“I saw how, when you and the lady in ques- 
tion were introduced yesterday,—how she 
started as if dismayed and frightened, and I 
knew that you had met before.” 

‘* But I nevair met Mile. Thollier before,” 
replied his friend with a smile. 

“Not as Mlle. Zhollier, perhaps, but” — 

** You er a man of talent, Monsieur le Doc- 
teur—you hev ze understanding’”’—tapping his 
forehead—“ and I shall tell you what I know. 
You er a goot friend, and hev been frank with 
me. I too suspect ze leetle black-eyed lady. 
She has a penchant for Meestair our friend, 
Campbell, and he has a penchant for someone 
else—eez it so or not?” 

The Doctor nodded an assent, considerably 
surprised at the Count’s penetration. 

‘And thees leetle black-eyed lady eez trying 
to vork harm between them—eez it so or not ?” 

‘¢ That is what I suspect.” 

“Vell, then, my advice to you eez thees. At 
present ve hev only ze suspicion—ze zurmise; 
ve moost vait, and let Mademoiselle show her 
hand ze more. Then, if she persists, ve moost 
play our trump card; but I do not like to harm 
a lady, and Mademoiselle may now be trying 
to vat you call-reform.” 

“Ah!” exclaimed his friend interrogatively. 

‘*Yeez; I did meet her before, you vere ra-ight ; 
but she vas then known as Madame Zerbini, 
and she vas a member of ze corps de ballet in 
ze Hof burg Theatre in Vienna.” 

‘“¢ Zerbini—Zerbini! The name sounds fami- 
liar. I knew there was a mystery about her. One 
question more, Count—was her character good?” 

“Ah!” replied the Count, with a shrug and a 
lifting of the eyebrows. ‘ You must not ques- 
tion me as to that, mein goot friend, but—vell, 
Madame kept up ze great menage—ze grande 
establishment, and she had only a few florins a 
mont.” 

‘* T understand.” 

‘‘ But then she vas such a goot haus-meisterin 
—she made vat you Eenglish call—ze both 
ends mutton.” 

“Mutton!” roared the Doctor. “ Mutton! 
Meet, you mean. Be the powers, Count, I 
must tell that at dinner.’’ 

‘¢ Eez not meat mutton ?” 

‘* Sometimes, yes; but that is m-e-a-t, mean- 
ing flesh for eating, and the meat you mean is 
the verb m-e-e-t, and mutton is the French 
mouton, You understand ?” 

‘‘A leetle,” was the disgusted reply; ‘ but, 
mein Got, vat a barbarous language!” 


(Continued.) 
ee I should not loike to see him come 





Meanwhile the dark-eyed subject of this con- 
versation, all unconscious that her intrigues 
were suspected, was doing her best to breed 
mischief between her mistress and Miss Mac- 
donald and Archie. 

How she had found out that a fracas had 
taken place between the latter and Macleod 
no one ever knew; but she did discover some- 
thing about it, though not all, and she made 
such use of the information that within an 
hour after breakfast every one in the house was 
aware that Macleod and the tutor had had a 
row of some kind, the cause of which it was 
not difficult to guess. 

Mrs. Macdonald wa’ terribly put about. She 
too had learned—she could hardly tell how— 
that there was a mystery about Campbell; as 
did also Miss Maggie, from some words cun- 
ningly let drop by Mile. Thollier. 

So it happened that when Mrs. Macdonald 
sent for her daughter to attend her in her own 
room, both were mutually embarrassed. ‘The 
mother could not believe, despite the warnings 
of Macleod and the hints insidiously conveyed 
by the governess, that in the brief space of 
three days anything serious had occurred be- 
tween her daughter and thetutor. Ifshe believed 
that such a thing had happened, she would have 
taken immediate steps for the young man’s re- 
moval; but she did not believe it, and notwith- 
standing all she had heard, she was disposed 
greatly to admire Archie, for whom, indeed, 
from the very first, she had taken a fancy. She 
was consequently afraid that if she made too 
much of it she might suggest to her daughter 
thoughts and possibilities of which the latter in 
her innocence had never dreamed, and it was 
therefore with a determination to be particu- 
larly cautious that she began the conversation 
with her daughter. 

‘You are not looking well this morning, my 
dear,” said the good lady fondly, as she kissed 
her favorite’s brow. “ What ails you?” 

‘*Oh, nothing, mamma; only I feel a little 
tired after the fatigue of yesterday.” 

‘Ah, yes, darling, you exerted yourself over 
much; you must be careful. By the by, your 
cousin was talking about you yesterday.” 

The young girl blushed a rosy red as she ex- 
claimed: 

“Is there anything strange in that, mamma ?” 

‘No, dear, certainly not; but are you not 
curious to learn what he said ?” 

‘Not in the least,” was the reply, with a 
saucy toss of the head. 

Her mother frowned ever so slightly as she 
said very quietly: 

“But, Maggie dear, you ought to care what 
your cousin says; you know how much he 
thinks of you.” 

“Oh, as for that, I don’t care a pin what he 
thinks or says, and I know quite well what you’ re 
driving at, mamma; but it isn’t a bit of use.’ 

« What isn’t a bit of use ?”” 

“‘ Your—your—trying to bring such—such 
disagreeable things about us. There now, it is 
out. I will not and can not marry cousin Mac- 
leod, and it is too bad of you to be always 
wanting to drive me away from you.” 





** You foolish girl; how can you think I ever 
wished to part with you?” 

“‘ Then you will let me stay with you always? 
Oh, you good, darling, dear old mother, I am 
so happy.” 

And she took the dear old mother’s:face— 
almost as smooth and fair as her own —between 
her hands, and kissed it again and again. 

‘¢ Certainly, dear, you can stay with me al- 
ways; but,” continued the mother with a sigh, 
‘you know I cannot be with you always; we 
cannot live forever, and when I go” — 

‘*Oh, mamma, why do you say such dread- 
ful things,” and the young girl began to cry 
again. 

“They are not dreadful things, dear; they 
are terribly commonplace, and must be talked 
about now and then. In the nature of things 
you must follow the example of other girls, and 
marry, and have an establishment of your 
own.” 

‘¢ But, mamma, I never wi// marry, 
her daughter impetuously. 

‘Is there no one, then, whom you care for 
more than your cousin ?” 

Maggie flushed scarlet. 

‘Of course there is. There is you and papa 
and Flora and” — 

*‘T don’t mean that, Madam Cunning. Is 
there no one whom you think you would care 
to marry ?” 

Again her daughter flushed, while her heart 
beat fast. 

** No one, mamma.” 

‘No one,” persisted her mother, ‘‘no one of 
whom you have ever thought as a possible hus- 
band? No one besides your cousin who has 
ever addressed you on the subject ?” 

‘No one,” again replied Maggie, blushing a 
deeper red, and for the moment she meant it, 
but she had hardly spoken the words when 
conscience reproached her. Was there indeed 
‘no one”? But Mrs. Macdonald was satisfied, 
and with a sigh of relief said: 

‘*T am glad to hear it; dear. I was afraid— 
or at least some others were afraid—that Alis- 
ter’s tutor” —laying emphasis on ‘ tutor’—‘“‘had 
been paying you rather too much attention yes- 
terday, and a rumor has reached me of some 
little disagreement between him and your cou- 
sin—though I don’t suppose there is anything 
in it. However, Maggie dear, you must be 
particularly careful not to do or say anything 
that will give occasion for talk. There—there, 
now, dear, I am not reflecting on you; I know 
I can trust you implicitly, and only wished to 
caution you about what people may have been 
saying.” 

“They are very, very wicked, mamma, and 
I hate them.” 

** Don’t be cross, dear; they mean it for your 
good, and, after all, some license must be made 
for youth, and Mr. Campbell is merely a 
lad. All the same you must be on your guard. 
We don’t know who or what he is.” 

“Oh, mamma, how can you say so? Is he 
not one of Kenneth’s dearest and oldest 
friends ?” 

“ That may be, dear; but Kenneth is little 
more than a lad himself, and may be deceived. 
I don’t say he is—I don’t believe it, though I 
have heard some strange stories.” 

‘* What are they, mamma?” 

‘‘Oh, it doesn’t matter at present. They 
are too absurd to deserve notice.” 

“Ts it that Mr. Campbell is here under false 
colors ?” 


” cried 
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“‘ Something like that, dear; but we had bet- 
ter trust entirely in Kenneth’s judgment; and 
for my own part I like the young man, only—” 

“I know, mamma,” interposed the young 
girl, her face radiant with smiles and blushes. 
“‘ Only trust to me, and never again try to put 
me away from you, for I won’t go.” 

And so the interview terminated, more satis- 
factorily perhaps than either had anticipated, 
and yet it may be doubted if either was quite 
satisfied. 

Maggie at any rate, could not help feeling 
almost ashamed of herself—she hardly knew 
why—and did not care to examine herself too 
closely ; but when she went to her room she in- 
dulged in that safety valve of girlish emotion 
—that luxury of women—a “ good cry.” 


CHAPTER XIV. 


*¢ Where have I seen that face? 
That studied fine abandonment of grace? 
Where heard that voice, 
Whose witchery of tone did erst rejoice 
Delighted thousands? 
— From “Lope de Vega.” 


The rivals met—but not with swords; 
To greet each other with good cheer; 
Content that he that could should win, 
They drowned their rivalship in beer; 
But ‘neath it all the ancient flame 
Kept quietly smoldering all the same. 
— Sinclair. 


‘By the way,” said the Doctor to Archie, 
late on the evening of the same day as that 
treated of in the preceding chapter, as they 
smoked a cigar in the garden, “ did you ever 
know one Mlle. Zerbini? She used to bea 
danseuse, and, if I mistake not, took fairy and 
other réles in pantomime and burlesque ?” 

“Zerbini? Zerbini?” replied his friend 
musingly. ‘‘Surely the name is familiar; ah 
—I think I do remember of a dark-eyed little 
woman of that name who was premiére dan- 
seuse in a pantomime adapted by a friend of 
mine from Planche’s “‘ Invisible Prince.” But 
why do you ask ?” 

** Did she in any way resemble Mlle. Thol- 
lier ?” 

Archie gave a slight start. 

** By Jove, she did. Do you know, I have 
never been able to get it out of my head that 
I had seen Mlle. Thollier before; that explains 
it. Certainly, now that I think of it, the re- 
semblance és striking,-only our little friend the 
governess is older, stouter, and, I need hardly 
add, more ladylike.” 

‘‘Umpnh,” muttered Bob. 
this Zerbini personally ?” 

**O, yes, in a sort of a way. You see, it was 
during my first year at college, and I was a bit 
fresh and green, and for me, like all youngsters, 
I suppose, the glare of the footlights, and most 
of all the mystical, brilliant, ethereal land “ be- 
hind the scenes” had an irresistible fascination. 
So when Richardson—that was my friend’s 
name—wrote the pantomime for the Royal, I 
used to accompany him to rehearsals and all 
that sort of thing. But, bless you, old fellow, 
you know as well as anybody how soon that 
sort of thing palls and the gilt rubs off. It took 
only a week or two to disillusionize me. I 
flirted a little with the best looking of the girls, 
I dare say—this Zerbini among the rest—and 
stood a champagne or two, but that was all, 
and, to confess the truth, hers is the only name 
in the crowd I remember, and even that I had 
forgotten. But she was a deucedly lively little 
thing, and had really a magnificent figure and 
eyes.” 

‘* She had—had she? Then you were smit- 
ten, me boy? Come now, confess it and I'll 
give ye absolution.” 

‘* No necessity, Bob,” was the careless reply. 
‘* You were never further out in your life. The 
little danseuse used to throw herself a good 
deal in my way, or my vanity made me think 


** Did you know 





so, but, on my honor, if I were to meet her 
face to face at this moment I should not recog- 
nize her.” 

** Here she is, then,” exclaimed the Doctor, 
startled by the coincidence. ‘‘ Talk of the— 
phew, how odd!” and as he spoke Mlle. Thol- 
lier came tripping round a corner, bareheaded, 
in white, thin muslin dress, and her magnifi- 
cent long hair streaming carelessly down upon 


her shoulders. 
(To be continued.) 
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Puck's Riechanges. 


Juno it’s hot?—Pucx. Jupiter out ?—Bos- 


ton Com. Bulletin. 

Mosss never had the gout. This was one of 
the missed aches of Moses.— Boston Post. 

Is 1T called the Permanent Exhibition be- 
cause it is at a stand-still? —P%ila. Sunday 
Item. 

KEROSENE OIL will fuddle as well as whiskey. 
Anyhow it makes a locomotive’s head light. — 
Ottawa Republican. 

DEALERS in artificial eyes regard with admir- 
ation the popularity of archery practice.— 
Hartford Evening Fost. 

THE national game at Washington from 
March to July, 1879: Hayes, 5; Congress, o. 
Albany Evg. Journal. 

HANLAN’s name is bound to be in every- 
body’s mouth. Toronto girls are now using 
Hanlan Chewing Gum.— Zoronto Gossiper. 

In an illustrated paper, lately, there appeared 
the following notice of a birth: ‘ Mrs, So-and- 
So, of a son, prediminary.”’—San. Fran. News- 
Letter. 

Wuat Can-a-da bring forth?—Pucx. Be 
patient; it may bring forth a demand for a 
cradle and a baby-coach.—/’ila, Kronikle- 
Herald. 

SENATOR THURMAN will summer in Nova 
Scotia.— Boston Post. Accepted Charles Fran- 
cis Adams’s invitation, eh?—/hila. Evening 
Bulletin. 

SCANDAL-MONGERS may learn this lesson from 
the frog: Once overpassed the season of his 
adolescence, he gives up tail-bearing.— Yon- 
hers Gazeete. 

As a rule, those men who growl loudest 
about women’s extravagance are the very men 
who are fondest of a woman’s waist.—San 
Fran, Wasp. 

THE Gazette says that Don Piatt is out in 
Ohio managing his brother’s canvass. We al- 
ways did think Don would make a good attaché 
to a circus.— Baltimore Every Sat. 

It is said that “true love never did run 
smooth.” We’ve never seen it attempt to run, 
but it does some of the smoothest kind of 
swinging on the front gate.—Keokuk Constitu- 
tion. 

WHEN an entertainment is given and it 
proves to be a big failure, the way to ease down 
about it is to give out that it was a very select 
affair,and only intended for the élite.—A/odern 
Argo. 

THE sea serpent hasn’t yet made his appear- 
ance at any of the seashore resorts, and this 
proves that the hotel bars this year are dispens- 
ing a better brand of whiskey.—/P%ila. Kront- 
hle-Herald. 





A younG lady up in Berkshire county, Mas. 


sachusetts, was stung on the lip by a bee the Le 


other day. We congratulate that bee on know. 
ing just where the honey was.—Mew Haven 
Register. 

‘* LANDLADY,”’ said he, ‘‘ the coffee isn’t set- 
tled.” ‘‘ No,” she replied, ‘‘ but it comes ag 
near it as your last month’s board bill does;” 
and that man never spoke again during the 
meal.— Syracuse Sunday Times. 


A CHURCH warden, in taking up a collection 
on a certain Sunday, not very long ago, ina 
Western village, handed the plate to a stranger, 
who said: “ Go on, I’m a deadhead—I’ve got 
a pass.” — Baltimore Every Saturday, 

THE Jersey mosquitoes we have come in con- 
tact with this season look unusually poor. But 
don’t lose heart—we think we can say, without , 
fear of contradiction, that they are itch enough 
for all practical purposes.— Yonkers Statesman, 


In view of De Witt Talmage’s arrival in Eu- 
rope, Mt. Aitna’s spouting was entirely super- 
fluous, and that well-known volcano was sensi- 
ble enough to gracefully acknowledge this to 
be the case by promptly drying up.—Desroit 
Free Press. 

STILL another triolet: The clam-bake soon, 
I ween, will charm the heavy-weights. Their 
appetites are keen; the clam-bake, soon, I ween, 
shall prove how slick and clean the fat men 
empty plates. The clam-bake soon, I ween, 
will charm the heavy-weights.—/V. Y. Mews. 


OBSERVATION has taught us that the most ef- 
fective powder is the non-explosive kind. For 
an illustration of this self-evident proposition, 
just watch a young man who has been out quite 
late the night previous, trying to scrape a white 
substance off the right shoulder of his Sunday- 
go-to-meeting coat.— Hackensack Republican. 


WHEN a man enters church during the sing- 
ing of a hymn, and sits down to hear the ser- 
mon, only to see the contribution box passed 
around and find that the services are just over, 
his feelings are only equalled by the man who 
falls asleep in his pew, and in a dreamy state 
calls to the minister to ‘set ’em up again.” — 
Oil City Derrick. 

In Texas recently a man clipped off the ear 
ot a hog, and wassent to the Penitentiary for 
two years. Had he chopped off the ear of a 
friend, or made a porous plaster of an enemy 
through the medium of a revolver, it would 
have been all right. But down there in Texas 
a hog has rights that all men are bound to re- 
spect.— Washington Capital. 

“A FRESHMAN,” whispers the Vassar Miscel- 
Zany, ‘‘ rejoices in a new dress, with one hun- 
dred and fifty-five buttons on the waist.” Ed- 
ucation is a great thing, a great thing. ‘‘ They 
say” now that ordinary girls, outside of Vas- 
sar, are content with two buttons on their waist, 
provided they be coat-sleeve buttons.—Zowis- 
ville Courier-Journal. 

Our inventor is at work getting out forty- 
four millions of fancy cards, bearing the words: 
‘** You can just bet your sweet life it is.” They 
are intended to be worn on the lappel of the 
coats of all the men in the United: States in an- 
swer to the query, ‘Is it warm enough. for 
you?” They will meet a long felt want, and 
will have a tremendous sale.— Wheeling Leader. 


Ir was a warm afternoon, and young Mr. 
Cummagen did not go in the house, but sat 
down in the pleasant porch, as was his custom, 
after ringing the bell. Her little sister came to 
the door and looked at him with some curiosity. 
‘Does your sister Mabel know I am here, 
Nellie?” he asked. ‘‘ Oh, yes,” replied the 
innocent prattler. ‘‘ I guess she does; she told 
me to come out and see how shady it made the 
front yard when you put your feet on the porch 
railing.” He took them down and sat on them. 
Hawkeye. 
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FALtsE hair is made to match the natural ar- 
ticle so closely that it is difficult to tell which is 
switch.— Boston Post. 


THE mosquito almost always succeeds in get- 
ting a speech from the person it honors with a 
serenade.—ochester Express. 


TALMAGE, who is traveling in Europe, will 
have to shut his mouth in order to get it 
through the Mont Cenis tunnel.—Hera/d P. J. 
Man. 

Lonpon is in a fever of excitement over 
Bernhardt. But how must Mr. Bernhardt feel, 
never once seeing his name in the papers ?— JV. 
Y. Express. 


UnteEss he’s coached, the pace of the aver- 
age errand-boy, when on duty, is at the rate of 
six miles in five hundred and sixty-five days.— 
Yonkers Gazette, 


Tuat fish has been sent over to Queen Vic- 
toria. Vic thinks if it should not be in a suit- 
able condition to tat, she will have it framed 
and hung up in her back parlor.—ochester 
Express. 

Tue London Lancet prescribes an ounce or 
two of pure West India lime juice, with sugar, 
as the best drink for hot weather. The Lancet 
man is right. But unless our memory fails us, 
he has left out one or two of the ingredients.— 
Phila, Evg. Bulletin. 


VassaR COLLEGE girls don’t intend to die 
old maids, apparently. A number of them 
were discovered recently fencing with broom- 
sticks. A proficiency in the handling of this 
domestic weapon should be acquired by every 
young lady who designs to enter the matrimo- 
nial state.—Jvorristown Herald. 


THE Baptists have eleven churches among 
the Cherokee Indians, with a native member- 
ship of 1,085. There is one good thing about 
the Baptist missions among the Indians. Every 
Indian of theirs has at least one thorough bath 
since his profession of religion, which is more 
than the pedobaptist missions can claim for 
their converts.— Burlington Hawkeye. 


THE Bangor Commercial hopes that the pa- 
ragraphers will meet in Heaven. We hope so, 
indeed, but we very much fear that when Mr. 
Talmage and other saintly personages behold 
these poor but respectable snappers-up of un- 
considered trifles, they will request to be trans- 
ferred to another bureau.— WV. Y. Com, Adver- 
tiser. 


Accorp1nNG to the Belgravia the song of the 
nightingale is as follows: 
Zoz0z0z0z0z0z0z0z0z0z0—zirr hading 
He—zezezezezezezezezezezezeze — couar — ho 
——dze hoe! 
Higaigaigaigaigaigaigai—guiagaigaigai— couir 
—dzio—dzio—pi! : 
A nightingale must be very drunk to sing in 
that way.— Bangor Commercial. 


THE June number of a prominent London 
magazine contains an article on the United 
States by a well-informed Englishman. Speak- 
ing of Washington, he says: ‘‘I saw the White 
House; it is a low, two-storied one, white in 
color, situated in the centre of a small farm, 
close to the town. President Evart, the pre- 
sent occupant, has sat for nearly eight years in 
the President’s chair.”” This a little more cor- 
rect than the average English writer gets it, but 
it is a little remarkable that he has nothing to 
say about Rutherford B. Hayes, Commissioner 
of the District of Columbia; or Carl Schurz, 
Speaker of the House; or President Evarts’s 
private secretary, John Sherman; or Samuel J. 
Randall, Chief of Police. But an Englishman 
who makes a tour of the States, and remains 
only two or three hours in each city, can’t be 
expected to see everything.—JVorristown He- 


KANKAKEE, IIl., has a justice who beats them 
all in the way of doing up a job of matrimonial 
splicing with neatness and dispatch, This is 
the formula: 

‘* Have ’er?” 

“Fa.” 

“* Have ’im?” 

“Yo.” 

‘*Married—two dollars. Hartford Post. 








POND’S EXTRACT owes its wonderful success to merit 
alone. It is now acknowledged as a standard remedy, and is 
largely used by physicians in their every-day practice. Not a day 
passes without the ‘“‘ company” receiving some grateful acknow- 
ledgment particularly from persons cured of the following diseases: 
Sore Eyes, Bleeding from the Lungs, Stomach and Womb, Piles, 
blind and bleeding, Catarrh, Rheumatism, etc. Beware of imita- 
tions. Ask for Ponp’s Exrract—take no other. 





SOZODONT. To preserve the teeth and keep them pure 
and white, to prevent their decay, there is no preparation in the 
market equal to SOZODONT. To preserve the gums in a natur- 
ally hard and healthy condition, there is no superior to SOZO- 
DONT. To purify and sweeten the breath there is no rival to 
SOZODONT. For a perfect mouth there is no recipe like the use 
of SOZODONT. Consequently it is no wonder that the popularity 
of SOZODONT as a dentifrice has no bounds. All Druggists 
keep it. 


21,522,944 Glasses 


OF THE HERMANN BREWERY LAGER BEER 
WERE DRUNK IN THIS CITY LAST YEAR. ~ 


ANGOSTURA BITTERS, 


An excellent appetizing Tonic of exquisite favor now used over 
the whole civilized world, cures Dyspepsia, Diarrhea, Fever and 
Ague, Colics and all disorders of the Disgestive organs. Try it, 
but beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or druggist for the 
genuine article, manufactured by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 
—J. W. Hancox, U. 8. Sole Agent, 51 Broadway, P. O. Box, 2610, 
N. Y. City. 











G. H. MUMM & CO.’S CHAMPAGNE. 


imPorTATION 1x 1878 


35,906 Cases, 





or 16,270 Cases MOFe 


than of any other brand. 


HOTEL BRIGHTON, 


BRIGHTON BEACH, 
1. H. eee} Proprs. CONEY ISLAND. 


M. B. SWEET, 
FRED. SCHUBER’S 


SEA SIDE GROVE, 


German Hotel and Restaurant, 
SECOND LANDING, ROCKAWAY BEACH. 











One Hundred Elegantly FurnishedRooms to let by the day or week. 
The best Restaurant on the Beach with New York Prices. 





rald. 


Bowling Alley and Shooting Gallery. 





CHINEALYPTUS, “Thousand Dollar Acrostic,” 


Chills, chills, malarial chills! 

Mfope there gleams for a man with these ills, 

If he speedily sends unto us, 

No physic taking but Chinkalyptus, 

Honown it may be by its box of tin, 

Always with thirty-six pills within; 

et | pills, bone smooth and white, 

You'll surely find they will cure you quite. 

Palmetto on cover in blue you’ll see, 

‘Together with crocodiles viewing the tree. 

Useless *t would be for us, to say more, 

So well’s Chinkalyptus known at drug store. 
Chinkalyptus is sold at retail by all druggists at 25 cents per 


box, er $2.75 Per family package of One Dozen. Vicror E. MAUGER 
& Perrig, General Agents, Nos. 104 to r10 Reade St., New York. 
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“PUCK” CIGARETTES 


ARE FASHIONABLE AT PRESENT. 


Their quality and make-up outshines all those heretofore used 
They are made on a new system by 


B. POLLAK, 
the Manufacturer of NEW YORK, 
and sold by every first class dealer. 


SANDIFER, 


DIAMOND «=~ 


TRY THE NEW 
FRAGRANT VANITY E os 


“HALVES ”—Rare Old Perique and Virginia. 
NEW COMBINATIONS OF THESE FRAGRANT TOBACCOS. 


MADISON SQUARE GARDEN, 


(LATE GILMORE’S.) 


Great Success of this Splendid Summer Resort. 
FLOWERS AND FO UNTAINS. 


CHANGE OF PROGRAMME NIGHTLY. 
Sig. Liberati and the Grand Band. 


BC eee 
POPULAR MUSIC NIGHTLY. 
ADMISSION 25 CENTS. 







































Dust out; WITTY JEWS AND JEWISH WITS, 055% "u0stmarmD. rms ts caves, 


AT ALL NEWS STANDS. THE TRADE SUPPLIED BY THE 
'S COMPANY, New York. 

















PUCK, 








COPYRIGHTED. 
IMPORTER AND MANUFACTURER OF 


GENTLEMEN’ S HATS 


174 Fifth Ave., 169 Broadway, 
Between 22d and 23d Streets. Near Cortlandt Street, 
NEW YORK. 
THE CELEBRATED 
CERMAN 9? 





STUDENT LAMP. 


IMPORTED ONLY BY 


E. D. BASSFORD, 


HOUSE-FURNISHING, 


HARDWARE, 
CHINA, 













GLASS, 
CUTLERY, 
SILVERWARE AND 
COOKING UTENSILS. 


1, 2, 3, 12, 13, 15, 16 &17 COOPER INSTITUTE, WN. Y. CITY. 


Isaac Smith's Umbrellas 


QINGHAML 227 size....81 00 





GUANACO, patented.... 2 OO 
SILK; paragon frame ..... 250 
i The Famed 

.... 400 


aap Any of the above sent by ex- 
press, securely packed, on receipt of 
price. 
2 COURTLANDT STREET, 
near Broadway. 
36 FULTON ST., near Pearl. 
104 BROADWAY, near Wall. 
1188 BROADWAY, near agth st. 


Fe 105 BROADWAY. near Canal 
ESTABLISHED A. D. 1802. 

















D. A. MAYER, 


IMPORTER OF 


HUNGARIAN WINES. 


526 Broadway, 
NEW YORK. 








THE ONLY HOUSE IN THE UNITED STATES WHERE 
HUNGARIAN WINES ARE SOLD, WHICH HAS 
BEEN AWARDED FOR “‘ PURITY” AND 
’ “SUPERIOR QUALITY” BY THE 
CENTENNIAL COMMISSIONERS, 1876. 

No connection with any other House in the United States 

















enses to ts. Outfit Free. 
CKER ya Maine. 


Comfort, Durability, 
Lightness and Elegance. 


THONET 


BROTHERS, 


AUSTRIAN 


BENT WOOD 
Furniture. 


Principat Depot FOR THE 
Unirep STatss: 


ESPECIALLY ADAPTED FUR 


HOTELS, RESTAURANTS, CAFES, ete. 
Price Lists and Uirculars Gratis. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


S63 CANALST., NEW YORE, 


Manufacture Gold and Silver Medals and 
Badges for Schools, Colleges and Societies, 
also Class s and Estimates 












ding Rings from 
Keys that wind any Watch 25cts. Auto- 
matic eg Holder 25 cts. Heavy 
Cased Am Watches $8. Nickel Stem- 










1162 Broadway, 
Bet. 27th & 28th Sts. 


Ruy MEDALS: 


Vienna, Philadelphia 
AND 


American Institute Fair, New York. 















PHOTOGRAPHER, 


347 East 14th Street, 
Between rst & 2nd Aves., New York.—Closed on Saturdays only. 


BROKHAHNE’S 
COMBINATION SHAVING APPARATUS. 





ee 


Metropolitan Elevated Railway, 


OPEN FROM 6:30 A. M. TO 12 P.M. 


RECTOR ST.—Nearest point for Wall street ferry, connects 
with cars for South ferry. 

CORTLANDT ST.—Nearest point for Jersey City and Com. 
munipaw ferries. 

PARK PLACE—Nearest point for Post Office, City Hall ang 
Barclay street ferry to Hoboken. 

CHAMBERS ST.—Nearest point for Pavonia and Erie Railway 


ferries. 

FRANKLIN ST. 

GRAND ST —Nearest point for Desbrosses street ferry for Jer- 
sey City, and connecting with cars for Desbrosses and East Grand 
street ferries. 

BLEECKER ST.—Connects with cars for east and west, 

8TH ST.—Connecting with cars for Christopher street ang 
East Tenth street ferries, 

14TH ST.—Connecting with cars for East Twenty-third ang 
Thirty-fourth street ferries, 

23D ST.—Connecting with cars for Twenty-third street ferry 
to jersey City and East Thirty-fourth street ferry for Hunter's 

oint. 

33D ST.—Connecting with cars for Weehawken ferry. 

42D ST.—Connects with New York Transfer Company’s cabs 
for Grand Central Depot. 

50TH ST. AND 6TH AV. 

58TH ST,.—Sixth avenue entrance to Central Park, connecting 
with cars of Belt Line Railroad. 

3D ST. AND 8TH AVE. so9THST. ANDoTH AV. 72D 
st’ AND 9TH AV. 81ST ST. AND o AV. D ST. AND 
9TH AV. 104TH ST. AND 9TH AV. FOR UP-TOWN ‘TRAINS 
take east side stations. FOR DOWN-TOWN Trains take west 
side stations. 

Trains will run to 58th st. and 6th av, and rogth st. and oth av. 
alternately, 

Sunday Trains from 12:30 P. M, till 12 Midnight. 

FARE TEN CENTS, 
except between the hours of 5:30 and 7:30 A.M. and 5 and 7P.M., 
when the fare is 5 cents: 


WM. R. GARRISON, 
M. VAN BROCKLIN, ; 


Superintendent. 


MANHATTAN BEAGH. 


Gilmore’s Band and Levy Afternoon 
and Evening. 








Trains leave foot East 23d st. (crossing the river via steamer 
“Sylvan Grove’’), 8.45, 9.45, 10.45, 11.15 A.M., and half-hourly 
thereafter to 8.45 P.M. 

Returning trains leave Manhattan Beach half-hourly for New 
York via Greenpoint te 10.35 P M. 

Elevated Railroads run to South Ferry, connecting with steamer 
“1. R. Martin” hourly, from 9.25 A.M, to 8.25 P.M., via Bay 
Ridge. 

Steamers ‘“Thomas Collyer’’ and ‘‘Twilight’”’ Jeave North River 
landings—From 22d st., 9.10, 10.25 A.M., then hourly to 8.25 P.M. 
Leroy st., 9.35 A.M., and hourly to 6.35 P.M. Pier 8, 9.55 A.M., 
and hourly to 6.55 P.M. 

Returning trains leave Manhattan Beach for New York, via 
Bay Ridge, half-hourly to 10.25 P.M. 


ALBANY AND TROY BY DAY BOATS, 


C. VIBBARD and DANIEL DREW, commencing June 2d, leave 
Vestry St., Pier 39 N. K., at 8:35, and 24th St. ato A.M. (B 
Annex boat from BROOKLYN at 8 A. M.) Landing at y. 
ACK FERRY, WEST POINT, CORNWALL, NEWBURGH, 
POUGHKEEPSIE, RHINEBECK, CATSKILL, and HUD- 
SON. Passengers ne at WEST POINT, CORNWALL, or 
NEWBURGH can return by down boat. Tickets sold and bag- 
gage checked north and west. Tickets or coupons good on Hud- 
son River R. R. received for passage. 
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Strap, Razor Case with Razor, Shaving Cup with Soap and 
Brush, All combined in One. 

This entirely new invention is the most useful and convenient 
article for gentlemen at home as well as traveling. 

Descriptive Circulars free by mail. 

A very large stock of the most.celebrated pees and Dia- 
mond Speer Razors, being Hamburg hollow 


ground. 
W. BROKHAHNE, 250 Canal St., N. Y. 





LOUISIANA STATE LOTTERY. 

This Institution was regularly incorporated by the Legislature 
of the State for Educational and Charitable purposes in 1868, FoR 
THE TERM OF TWENTY-FIVE YEARS, TO WHICH CONTRACT THE IN- 
VIOLABLE FAITH OF THE STATE IS PLEDGED, with a capital of 
$1,000,000, to which it has since added a reserve fund of $350,000. 
IT NEVER SCALES OR POSTPONES. 111th Monthly Grand 
Distribution, New Orleans, August 12th, 1857 prices, total, 
$110,400; capitals, $30,000, $10,e00, $5,000, etc. 100,000 tickets, 
two ($2) dollars; halves, one ($1) dollar. Apply to M. A. DAU- 
PHIN, P.O. Box 692, New Orleans, La; or same at 319 Broaeway, 
New York. 





CELEBRATED 


FOR THE MANUFACTURE 


Fine Silk Dress, Stiff 
and Soft 


REL HATS 


FOR’GENTLEMEN’S WEAR. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours, For particulars address with stamp to 
H. EICHHORN, No. 4 St. Marks Place, New York. 











$777 sane 





WK. DIEZ, 


STEAM 


Pamphlet and Book Binder, 


No. 29 BEEKMAN STREET. 


Pamphlet binding of every description, and Pass books for banks 
a specialty.—Personal attention to everything entrusted to my care. 


NICOLL, the Tailor, 


139—151 Bowery. 
PANTS to order .....ccc00 sess seeceece cers oes e $3.00 tO $10.00 
SUITS to order 22.0.0 sccccccccccccces seve cese $32.00 to $40.08 

Satisfaction Guarante 
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YOU CAN BUY A WHOLE 


5% Imp. Austrian 100 fl, Government Bond, 


Issue of 1860. 





These bonds are guaranteed by the Imperial Government of 
Austria, and bear interest at the rate of 5% per annum, payable 
semi-annually, They are redeemed in two drawings annually, in 
which 100 large premiums of 60,000, 10,000, 5,000, ctc., 
florins are drawn, Every Austrian 5% fi. bond, which does not 
draw one of the larger premiums, must be redeemed with at least 
120 Florims, as there are no blanks, and every bond must 
: draw something. The next drawing takes place on the Ist of 
August, 1879, and every bond bought of us on or before the 
rst of August is entitled to the whole premium that may be drawn 
thereon on that date. Country orders sent in Registered Letgers 
and enclosing $5 will secure one of these bonds for the next draw- 
ing. For orders, circulars, or any other information, address, 

INTERNATIONAL BANKING CO., 
130 Broadway, New York City. 


Established in 1874. 








N, B.—In writing, please state that you saw this in the English 
Pucks 











EPPIC 


ROYAL HAVA ANA. 


TICKET OFFICE. 102 NASSAU S?.NY 


Next Havana 7h. oe 26th, 
CA AL AL e200, 
821 fay ee to”. 


Tickets, $40. Halves, $20. arters, rte oo riiths, $8. 
Tenths, $4. ‘Twentieths, $2. Fortieths, $1. 
Special Rates to Clubs and Agents on application. 
as LOTTERY, DRAWING JULY 16th. 
$15 . "Whole tickets, A 


TAWA BATS aST ER eo. 000. 


Thies, *. Halves, $1. 
ALL GERMAN STATE LOTTERIES. 


mw@ In writing orders or for information please state 
that you saw this in the English ‘‘Pucx.”’ 
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WEDT BRIGHTON BEACH HOTEL, 





HUNGARIAN 
Liquors and 


in the United States and: 
and personally attending to 
directly from the Wine-growers 
districts of Hungary, and are 
of Wines and Liquors, fo~ 
at reasonable prices. Orders 
be promptly attended to, and 


DORGS, 








a A. WELLER & BRO., 
P69 35 & 37 Broad St., and 39 & 41 First Ave., 


are the only Importers of 





BRANCH: “Hotel Hungaria *, No 4 Union Square, 


WITH ELEGANT WINE ROOMS AND RESTAURANT. 
Se 





WINES, 
Crown Champagne, 


Canada, who are regularly 
che selection of their Wines 
in the most renowned Wine 
able to furnish the very best 
Family and Medicinal use, 
left at the above places will 
delivered free of charge. 


9 VORSGCWIORGLWORGLIOR GCL OIG SDOIGOOE 














HAMANN & KOCH, 


Red No. 9 Maiden Lane, 
MPORTERS OF 


FRENCH CLOCKS AND BRONZES, 


DEALERS IN AMERICAN AND SWISS WATCHES, 
DIAMONDS AND FINE JEWELRY. 
Look for No. 9, nearest Broadway. 


BOHEMIAN BIER. 
SCEIMITT é HOEENE. 
CENTRAL ,PARK LAGER BEER 
BREWERY, 


Brewery & Office 159165, E. —_ 
St. Ice-house and Rock-va ults, 56 
and 57th Street, Ave. A, and Eas 

River, N. Y 
We guarantee .*“* BOHEMIAN BIER” to equal Im- 
aes Bier in all respects, and to Excel Domestic and 
estern Biers in Taste, Color and Substance, thus 

making it the 
“ BEST SHIPPING BIER.” 


SOLD CHEAPER THAN WESTERN BIER. 


THE MINING RECORD. 


$3 a Year. — Sample Copies Free. 


ENLARGED TO THIRTY-TWO PAGES. 


Full news from the Great GOLD and SILVER Mines, Orders 
executed for Mining Stocks in New York or San Francisco. 
A. B. CHISOLM, Proprietor, 
61 BROADWAY. 


GREAT REDUCTION IN PRICES. 


Ready Mixed Paints............. 

English’ Rubber Roof Paint............sseeee 
Liquid Slate Paint for leaky roofs............ 
SEE Ulccbcdydonvoubecteescccesoessossbene 


















vy Oms cheaper than at any store in the city. 
NEW YORK CITY OIL CO., Sole Agents, 
124 MAIDEN LANE. 


PATENT COVERS 
FILING “PUCK”| 


Price $1.00. 
FOR SALE AT THE “PUCK” 
OFFICE 


21 & 23 Warren St., 
And through any Newdealer. 


BACK NUMBERS 


“PUCK” 
Can be Supplied on Demand. 
Office of “PUCK”’, 
21 & 23 Warren St. 














DEN TAL , OFFICE 


See: Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess, 
162 West 23rd Street, bet. 6th and 7th Avenues, N. Y. 


Late 389 Cana Street. 


CM LS ioeny, 


OLD ESTABLISHED AND WELL-KNOWN 


DENTAL ROOMS, 
No. 6 £. 14th Street, near Sth Ave. 


Whole and Partial Sets Beautiful Mineral Continuous Gum 
Teeth, $2.50, $5.00, $10.00, upwards, yed Teeth filled ina 
superior manner without pain, so as to preserve them for life with 

ure Gold, genuine Platina, Amalgam, Bone, &c., $1.00 upwards. 
Feeth cleaned in a harmless manner so as to give them the white- 
ness of ivory $1.00. Teeth extracted without By 

Everything warranted as represented, and best materials 
used in every case. PARTICULAR ATTENTION PAID TO CHILDREN’S 
Txetu. Open Evenings and Sundays. 








(CHEAPEST BOOKSTORE IN THE WORLD. 
53, a =e a Eee Pe Books 


753276 Miscellaneous American , 
aT OUR_PRICE, 
vitae Sea Second , 4 a 
i’ CE. 
atalogue of General pos free. 
LEGGAT BROTHERS, 3 Beekman St., near new Post Office. 





C. PFAFF’S RESTAURANT, 


9 W. 24th St, near Broadway, N. Y. 


Breakfast from 7 A. M. to 1 P. M. so cents.—Table d’hote from 
6—8 P. M. $1.00, incl, ¢ bottle wine. 


Meals at all hours. Furnished rooms to let. 





Patents, Trade Marks 


are promptly secured by the Patent Office of 


PAUL GOEPEL, 


Staats-Zeitang Building, Tryon Row, New York. 


ADVICE AND PAMPHLET FREE. 
Goepel’s Classified Trademark-Record open to free in- 


Publisher of ‘DER TECHNIKER,”’ a semi-monthly Journal, 
in the German Language, devoted to ‘the progress of Science, In- 
vention and the Trades. Terms of Subscription: $1.40 per year, 
in Advance, including Postage. Sample copies free. 


MATHESIUS & FREY, 


MANUPACTURERS OF 


CABINET 


FURNITURE 


Upholstery, Decorations, &c., 
at Prices to suit the times. Every Article guaranteed. 
No. 1567 & 1569 Broadway, cor. 47th St, N. Y. 
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LONDON’S LATEST LUNACY. 
Puck, to John Bull:—We’ve made fools of ourselves over many a lord, ‘tis true; 
But are n’t these new gods now making fools of you? 





